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Summary 


Doflamingo had lost everything. Everything he had built, everything that was rightfully his. 
There was nothing left now, no way for him to return to his place at the top, no way to rebuild 
his empire from the ashes. Him and his family had managed to escape the grasp of the 
Marines after his defeat on Dressrosa. But the world had nothing more to give to him. And 
perhaps it was time for it to finally end. Perhaps it was time to return to the same place where 
it had begun. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


It was cold. Cold air on his skin as he made his way up the snow-covered path. Cold metal 
clutched in his hand, burning his palm. Cold glass in the other. Cold pain in his chest where 
once there had been something akin to a heart. 


Doflamingo walked slowly, taking in his surroundings as he trudged through the icy white. 
Far below were the ruins of a town, its roofs and arches buried under a thick layer of snow. 
Large trees desperately clung to life as the freezing wind carried their last leaves away. Soon, 
they would be just as dead as the town their roots ran through. Here and there, spots of color 
peeked out from mounds of snow. A piece of cloth, the tip of a boot, a frozen hand. The 
corpses lined the mountains like morbid landmarks. In the distance, the mansion that Diez 
Barrels and his pathetic excuse for a crew had used as their base of operations stood empty 
and destroyed atop the highest peak. 


All because of that extraordinary fruit. That cursed fruit that had been meant for Doflamingo, 
for him alone, not for that brat Law to run off with. The fruit that had been supposed to grant 
him eternal life, to fully and truly make him the god he deserved to be. It never did. There 
was some irony to the fact that now, it was a relief that the curse of immortality had not been 
bestowed upon him. 


But Doflamingo could still remember the rage he had felt that day. Fury, burning through his 
veins, black fire in his mind, urging him to pull the trigger. To fire shot after shot until the 
snow was stained red with blood, until the life began to drain from golden eyes. Another 
betrayal, the last member of his biological family gone. Rosinante, his own brother, a Marine. 
A traitor. The thought still left a bitter taste in his mouth. 


Doflamingo raised the bottle of wine to his lips as he kept walking. The glass was cold on his 
skin. He drank carelessly, greedily, in a futile attempt to drown his restless mind in crimson. 
Some of the dark liquid spilled from the corners of his mouth and ran down his chin. Drops 
of red shattered in the bright snow, painting constellations along with the drops of his blood. 


With every step, the path was growing more narrow. Jagged rock face to his right, the cracks 
in the stone glistening with frozen water. A yawning chasm to his left, the ground so far away 
that the scattered ruins looked like toy buildings forgotten on a winter hill. If he fell, would it 
kill him? Floating through the air once more, feeling the wind on his skin, the thrill of 
weightlessness, the freedom of flying, until the ground shattered his bones. Would it be 
enough? He doubted it. 


Still, Doflamingo turned, slowing his steps until he stood right by the edge. The valley lay 
dead below him. A yawning grave, void of sound. Only the whispering wind and his 
whispering thoughts. A fragile silence, taut like his strings, yet strangely peaceful. He 
allowed himself a moment to take it all in. There was no harm in enjoying the view, was 
there? Just one moment of peace in this cursed place, one moment to forget. He let his eyes 
wander across the night sky, breathed in the freezing air, felt it burn in his lungs, watched it 
turn into puffs of white when he exhaled. Without his now shattered sunglasses, the world 
was blinding. And he wanted to see it all. The black sky, dotted by spots of light, so endlessly 
far away. The gray mountains, towering like giants, as if they were reaching for the heavens, 


just like he once had. The white snow, covering everything in heavy layers, drifting through 
the cold air in weightless, glistening flakes. 


Doflamingo couldn’t help but quietly laugh. “That day... It was snowing, too, wasn’t it?” he 
mused. “How ironic.” 


That day. That fateful day, so long ago. Regret wasn’t the right word for the emotion that 
painted his memories of it. He didn’t regret killing his brother. If he had the chance to go 
back, he wouldn’t hesitate for even a second before doing it again. What he regretted was the 
failure of his plan. Falling for Rosinante’s act for so long. His loyal little brother, his second 
Corazon. What a joke. In the end, he had just been another disappointment. Another person 
that broke his trust. The final proof that it meant nothing to share the same blood. And yet, 
nothing ever eased the pain of his brother’s betrayal. Even after all this time, the nightmares 
never got better. The emptiness in his chest only grew more empty. The wine never helped. 
And maybe, just maybe, regret was the right word after all. 


Doflamingo watched his blood drip into the snow. Slowly, steadily, dripping and dripping as 
he barely held his insides together with his strings. Red on white, red like the suit he had 
worn that day, red like wine, red like that cursed fruit. Red like Rosinante’s hood. He took 
another swig form the bottle, the bittersweet taste heavy on his tongue. 


He wondered if his family had noticed his absence yet. Hopefully, they were still safe. Even 
though they had managed to escape from Dressrosa together, he suspected the Marines were 
still on the hunt for him and his crew. But his family was strong. Some of them a little dense 
sometimes, but strong nonetheless. They would manage just fine without him. Perhaps Trebol 
would take over again, like way back then. And maybe they were relieved to find he was 
gone. Maybe they had just been acting, the same way he had all this time. They had never 
been meant to be anything more than tools, chosen by him for that small weakness in their 
strength, for their losses, their loneliness, for how easily they were led on by his empty 
promises. Calling them his family, acting like he cared. It was nothing but hollow pretense to 
ensure their loyalty. Until it wasn’t. Until somewhere along the way, Doflamingo had begun 
to believe it, too. His crew, his family. People who cared, worshiped him, loved him. But in 
the end, they were never supposed to walk beside him. The path of vengeance was always a 
lonely one. Even someone like him, someone once destined to be more than a god, couldn’t 
change that. 


Another swig of wine and he marched on. Doflamingo didn’t have to search for his 
destination. His feet carried him on their own, remembered the path clear as day. They had 
walked it often enough in his nightmares. The same path he had followed back then, with the 
same cold gun heavy in his hand. Snow-covered corpses along the way, the pools of blood 
long disappeared under new layers of white. A scene of destruction and horror, forever frozen 
in place on a forgotten island. 


Doflamingo rounded the ruins of the mansion, took another pull on the bottle, walked past 
the rubble. When his eyes found the first black feather, barely poking out from under a heavy 
pile of snow, he was surprised to feel a dull ache in his chest. One that didn’t come from the 
injuries he had suffered during his fight with the self-proclaimed future Pirate King. He had 
revisited this place so many times in his sleep. Angry, betrayed, screaming, violent, burning. 


Nothing could have prepared him for what he really felt, now that he was actually here. 
Never would he have expected to feel guilt. 


He didn’t try to remove the snow. He didn’t feel like tainting the memory of his brother’s 
smile. Instead, he just stood next to his unburied corpse and looked out over the endless 
white. The place where his downfall had begun, even if he hadn’t realized it then. And now, 
the place where it would end. Far below, beyond the cliffs of the island, the sea lay black 
under the night sky. An endless void, reaching across the horizon, the promise of a world 
more vast than any one person could comprehend. 


“It could have been mine,” he said bitterly. “I should have been the one to own it all. The 
world was mine.” 


Until he had lost track of what his goal really was. Until he had lost the hope for immortality. 
Until he had killed the only person who could have been something akin to his equal. 
Doflamingo laughed quietly. Oh, the irony of it all. 


“It was yours, too, Roci. We could have ruled together. I would have reclaimed our rightful 
place at the top. Destroyed everything the Celestial Dragons built, everything we were 
denied. And then we could have built a new world from the chaos. A world for us. A world 
for gods.” He frowned, glanced back at the mound of snow next to him for a moment. At the 
frozen tips of black feathers that refused to stay buried. “Why couldn’t you follow me there, 
little brother?” 


It had been their destiny, their birthright. But instead, Rosinante had made the same mistake 
as their father. He had thrown it all away, betrayed his own blood, in favor of some 
misguided belief in humanity. And just like with their father, Doflamingo had been forced to 
take his life for it. Their father. Their stupid, naive father. In the end, all of this was still his 
fault. 


With a sigh, Doflamingo sat down in the snow next to his brother’s corpse. His coat weighed 
heavy on his shoulders, its pink feathers gently swaying in the wind like a bird’s broken 
wings. 


“Well.” He chuckled and took another gulp of wine. “Not that it matters now. Regret doesn’t 
fix the past, neither does it change the present, does it? I have nothing left, Roci. I lost 
everything to those brats. The Will of D... There is something to it after all, hm? How 
unsurprising that your beloved Law carries that name as well. And then there’s Monkey D. 
Luffy, proudly calling himself the ‘future Pirate King’. Who knows... He might just make it.” 


Strawhat Luffy. What a fascinating individual. It would have been interesting to see what the 
future held for him. Maybe he really was going to find the One Piece and be crowned King of 
Pirates. If he did, what was he going to do? Would he try to change the world? Make it better, 
worse? How would the World Government react, the Revolutionaries, the Warlords and 
Emperors, the Celestial Dragons, others with the Will of D.? It certainly would have been a 
sight to see. But Doflamingo didn’t feel like sticking around to witness it. His ascent to the 
top had come to an abrupt end and he wasn’t foolish enough to believe that there was a way 
to drag himself all the way out of the abyss he had been thrown into. His empire had 
collapsed, his connections in the underground were severed, his allies would quickly turn into 


enemies. And Kaido would be the first to come for his head. If he couldn’t stand at the top, if 
he couldn’t claim his place as the ruler of a world of his own design, then there was no point 
in staying a part of this struggle for power. 


When Doflamingo raised the bottle to his lips again, he found it empty. He sighed and 
dropped it into the snow. This was it, then. Once more, he glanced over at his brother’s frozen 
grave. A single black feather had freed itself from the powdery white. He picked it up and 
turned it in his fingers, watched the snowflakes slowly gather on its soft surface. 


“This world has nothing to offer for me anymore, Roci,” he smiled. “I suppose it was never 
meant for someone like me, was it?” 


He wasn’t sure he believed that there was an afterlife. But if heaven and hell existed, he 
certainly wasn’t meeting his little brother where he was going. It was probably for the better. 


And it was cold when his fingers tightened around the grip in his hand. Cold when he raised 
the gun, the same gun he had used to kill his father and his brother. Cold when he pressed its 
barrel into the side of his head, when his finger found the trigger. It was cold when a single 
shot split the silence, when he collapsed in the snow and when finally, it was over. 


Cold, pink feathers by black ones. New blood by old. 
Demon by angel, hell by heaven. 
Smile by smile. 


Death by death. 


End Notes 


So... This is basically "I need to stop using writing as a coping mechanism during depressive 
episodes" - the short story. 

But on a more serious note: I know it's pretty somber, but I hope it was an enjoyable read. I 
really liked being a bit more poetic with this one. 

And to anyone reading this, I hope you're alright. I know that some of us search for these 
types of stories during not so great times in our lives. And for me, they always bring me some 
comfort, which is why I decided to post this instead of keeping it to myself. But if you feel 
alone, remember there are always people you can reach out to. 

And also - you don't know what the One Piece is, yet. So you better stick around to find out. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


